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FARMER JOHN'S EOLILOQU Z,

I mowt as woll aknow ‘taint no use o'

heatin® round, e
I've done Tul heap o' thinkin', plowin' up this faller
und,

An' 'If::lh'l beoa s paluin’ an’ achin’ me like
n—

lmh:mml ‘twas dysvopsy of malary orsepin’ in.

At laet 1 got my dnesler up, an’ to myself, aos 1,
“Thue

ent fuol it natur s bim vt tolis bl olf
s lie;
T'vs boan lottin' on ‘tis malsry. s’ my stom-
miek, whon | know : :
Et's sy conscloues that's a burt n’ an’ worryn
o 80,

E've boon a shirkin’ thin bhers thing for thirty
YOur or moie, - !

An' 1 orto bad thus whakin' up sa’ sottin® down
afors,

T'vo beon honoat, fur as payin' goes, not a penny
do | OWia,

But the b ind o' cheatin’ that 1 donoe was lthml
that dilda't show,

My mind gors tack to Hanner, when I felchied
hor liore o bride

o appie bloom was swester, an’ she nussled to
my slle

TLike slio thought sho had a right to, an' conld
trnat mao without foar,

For the love | pevor Liuted st for mors'n thirly
TOAY,

Thare was charmin’, bakin®, Hiin', there was 1ts-
win' s’ the rost,

From long slfore thoe sun ris "tll he slznebered In
the wes!,

An'wihen the rest af us wna
round on cheara,

Hlanver was reouporatin’ with hor neadle an'’ her
shoars

done, an' loilin

But when ihe life was ebbin’ from that faithful,
pationt hoart,

B bad to fnoo the miusl 1 hudn't done my part;

An'l conldn’t help & ttinkio’, watehin® out tiul
wuary lifa,

That theto s other ways o' killin' “xseept o pistol
or o kuife.

Et soumds like snoriligion, but 1 knew just what
she monut,

As 1 whispared, “Fly 1o
alrthly Ufoe In spent”

*1'm tred, Jolin, so tived, but 1've allus done my
best,

An' I may feel more like fivin' when 've bada
apoll o rest,”

—dmey Hamillon, in Exchange

ONE OCTOBER MORNING,

A Story of 0ld Quebec,.

moot me when my

BY WM. H. 5. ATRINSON,

I : N the Provines of
M l."l[‘" e, <||'|l]|-
hidden in the 1

-pcosses of the moun-
Iainsg, lies the priw
j"i ittle ont-of-the-
Jworld villnge of
.]:h‘:r'.l"“ Uartier,
witiits tiny cliurch,
its  wenthor
and its short-petti
At .]...-‘Iu.n Cartien
althongh it was
& vary poor pluce for a dostor, and [ erew
Lo 'I!".l1|‘\ love the #le 1y olil I!l"l'l'. Lo
gother with the simple, geninl Frouch
people nnd half-breods who lived there
\'u:_\' little wariafion entorod iuto the

l'r‘ll.lli‘il“-
casted honsawives,
I vesided for many vears

wondan

Marie CGuawmh er

ture and tho fno arts os  Alarie herzolf—n ! meonber, Mons'eny, 1 love har still, wnil

mwan who hnd never yot tiodden o wvity
vemout and who had nevar- so much as
‘:hulul u fashionsble dame.  But he loved
Marie—nay, in his quiet, unassuming way
he worshiped the girl. So, as he way
about as I-looking as any of the boys
within n horseback ride of Jacquos Car-
tier, and as ho drove a tuirlf oo | team
and “owned land," Mario had promised to
marry Jean Conteliler, “'hllu the bob-
capped gossips of the St Emelio Valley
dectded that it was a fitling matoh,

Yos, Marie was vary protty—and so
thought n stianger who approached |
Jacques Cartior from the wmountiain-side |
ove summer afternooun.

The git! was standiog under one of the
oid gunrlol apple-trecs in the orchand,
Such o locely ronnded form—evon though |
it was only covered by an ofi-wasbel cot-
ton dross —with
glenms and flushes npon the bright brown
baoir and fair vonng face. As the strungor
drew near be fally imbibed and thoroughly
appreciatod the beauties of the picture,
for he was somewhat of an artist and
keenly glive to all things beautiful, Bat

e was s0 mnch engrossed in the pleasant |

centoer o | iove of the ||it'llll§‘ tlint ‘u' ll:l’ not
potice when u breeze from off the monn-
tain struck the valley and litted Maria's
lurqe, vatvimmoed straw hat  from the
croumd, blowing it right undor the nose of
his horse; nor was he ]Jl‘l'lltll‘n'nl for the
frightoned plange of the animal, who
renced »0 gnddenly as to instantly throw
lis proocenpicd rider.
n fall, bt the stranger's leg was fractured,
and P'aul Gambier and his daunghter car-
ried the young man into their house,
whero I nttended bim in my professional
vupacity,

T hoe stranger’s namo was Walter Penrith,
u New York man, who hed been traveling
through the woods and vallays of Quaebee
in search of haalth und pleasure. Ho was
wealthy, aud when he diseovered that he
could not be moved from his couch for
muny weeks, he ordered luxuries of all
kinds from thoe great metropolis, until
the coltage home was piled to overflowing
with rare books, wines, fruits, ete., while
none bt the finest cigars came for Mon-

| sieur Gambior's espocial nsa,

worn |

monotonous life of those quaint folks in 1

the St. Emelie Valley, and yet 1 beliove 1
was ablo, while nmmong them, to study a
good wany phases of human nature and
many of the strange workings of humap
passions.

Detaohed from tne rost or
there nsed to be,

the village
nad 5 now, for aught 1
Lkiow to the coutrary, n long, low, vine
coverad housa, not mnech larcer than o
eotings.  An old-fashioned garden, full
of the sweet flowers somowhnt despised
by modern horticulturists, lies all aronod
it, divided from the orchard at the back
by a stonggling fence and n merry little
stroam of clear water. The whole place
wives one  impressions of sweelness and
tinshness, thoagh hardly of trimness,

They would require, this garden and or-
chard, tho coustunt care of Lwo strong
ron to render them as nont as the lnwns
and flower-beds of cily lots, whereas the
wola attention they reco ved, when I know
them, was the very numethodieal care of
preity Mutio Gambier.  Well, Marie had
more importunt work to do than garden-
fng. She kopt house for hor father, and
for the giri that meant cooking, cleaning,
sowing, and sometimes evo n mlking,

Odd Paul Gambier was the last of a long
e of descendants of an ancient Paul
‘Guambier, who bad settled in Cannds with
the fiest of the Pionch colonists, and al.
though only imperfectly elueated he
l'n'ulm‘ himggell on the fuct that he was a
guntleminn who had never bean obliged to
work, It did not oecenr to him that, be-
«winse he choe to oxist upon u pultry three
«or four hundred dollngs o year, n frail and
dender wife had boen inrried to her long
rast; por did hoe punss to consider that hia
danghter Marie, fnstond of beiug at the
'i'“n\‘ﬂpl. schiool and |I'|jn}'llig hvru-” HE
yoang girls should, wias growing np to
sacerodMher mother as o housshold dradge
and in total ignoranee of all the aceom-
plishments usuaily so dour te young
dsdies, even in the back townships of the
slow French provinee,

Mario was very simple and very igno-
mnt, bul she possoswad pleasant traits of
character.  All the dogs, eats, cows and
borsen in the villoge knew Muarie Gembier,
sud in their several ways showed their ap-

aintion of her kindly notico of them.
ides, Marie was very pretly, and in
the monninins Hyed a stiapping ng
Sroucbman who was ns ignorsnt of liters-

Before lovg costly presonts began to ar
rive for Marie, aund—wall, it was only an
ofi-told tale, XNotonly weara the presoots
brought to bear upon Marie, but Penrith
himself, who was, without doubt, one of
the most fuscinating men 1 ever met,
brought his powerful personnl magnetism
into play, and Marie Gomabier soon loarned
to love him., Yes, it wns uo drenm or
fancy on the girl's part; she loved Walter
Pourith, and loved him truly, JTodeed,
she loved him so0 wall, and for himseif
alone, that after she had known Penrith a
month she would hive cared for the man
just ns much hed ho never pivea her
nno!her prosont
poGrt !If:n:l stiminle Jowmn Contellier, now
thrust so fur into the backevound of Ma-
rie s thoughts and affections.

As for Poeurith, he wui a man of the

soon  learned to

world; but he undonltedly grew fo eare
considerably thanu he should have
cired for his pretty narse. | say “"more
than he shonald, ™ lx it was a fore-
goue conclnsion with Walter Penrith that
be would never marry ony girl-——uo matter
bow gool or how boantiful—~who was not
6 lady by birth nad edue Certainly,
v French-Cannding  pensant girl, who
could sponk uneither Dis langnage nor hor
own ewrrectly, conld hardly hopo to be-
Mrs. Pearith. So he toyad and
nmused himsolf with Marie, while the girl

more

A Ne

tion.

come

threw her whole being into ber love for
him, How mn -k he promised will never
b known, but when the time came for
I'enrith to loave Jpcgues Cartier he cor-

taiuly did promise Muarie 1o roturn sooh

And all this time lhonoest Jens Con-
tellier hiad never nttered one word of com-
daint of the girl's tre tment of him.

ch Sunday he drove over to the old
cottage just the same as ever, only his
visils were short, nnd most of the time
wie spent in discussing s pipe and local
affairs with Marie's pompouas old father,

Of conrse Jean coulil ses how Marie
Wik t'ljlirl-]} enerowsed in
stranger fiom the city, and although he
said wvery 1 ttle, he wotched himm very
closely—w«o closely that whoa, two months
nfter the accident, thy stranger took his
depnrture, Jean mot him outside the vil-
lage,

“Yonu will come back, Monsienr®"

*Yox,” replied Penrith, vory shortly and
coolly—"that is, in a few weoks, "™

“Yon will marry Murie®"

At first Wallor Penrith was dinpored to
resent what, althon b sskod as a question,
almout sonnded like a commmand. But as
Le 10 sed his eyes to tho= of tha stern.
looking Freuchman befors him he was
('(‘lruln-lln-ll to say:

“Yes, I shall marry Marie.”

“You will pass me your hosor, Mon-
sionr, " perdisted Coutallior

"My word is good, sir,” repliod Penrith,
rsther hanghtiy

“Only yonr honor is good now, Monsienr,
bee mse 1t 15 Mmie, ™ said Coulellier, with
all the stabhornness of hi'natore, "Bes,
Mouasienr Penrith; I, too, love pelite Ma-
rie, and she was my afiance. You came
here, nnd of n purpose, yes, deliberately,
I wonlid say, stole from me hor confidence,
hor irast, hor love. For that I have nothe
ing to say. You may huve Marie; Lut re-

the sunlight playing in | Jaognes Cortier,

It was not much of |

Lnd e snddouly bovome |

the hand=ome |

wle i Mario stizl, There mut bs noth.

iug wrong—no what you wonld call gossip

or soandsl.  You pass your honor that you

will return soon and wed Marie, and we!

sart friends,  Is not that fuir and good, |
onsieur?”

“1 give you my word of honor,” said
Peunrith, but thore was no gennine manly
ring in his words, Still, Jean Contellicr,
innocent of the world's worst forms of
wickedness, took Penrith's proffered handd,
anil theu rode away to his logely home in
the hills,

Weoeks passed and no Waltor Penrith |
came lo redeom his promise to w maaly
man, or to eall back the roses to the fast
mling choeks of pretty Mario Gambier,

Vocks stretched awany into monthe, and
one morning Marie was missing from
sho had gono away in
the night, no one knew whither, No tid.

ings came of Mario, and no city lover

eams to the shoeked village, or wrote to
| slueld the woman whom be bad wronged
| ko deoply that she had gono to soek bim
in the far-away eity,

The suows of winter passed away, and,
when the spring lowors were blooming in
| the old gardon, a suwidepsd girl roturned

to the cottaze for the sheltor and comfort

refnsed bor in the outside world. The
| old gossips talked loully and ofton, nnd
| whisperad many uokind things, while
none of the virtuous villagers went near
the cottnge any more.
| Soon old Panl Gambier, who bad lived

through years of respectable poverty, died
from sheor loneliness nnd a deep sense of
shiume; for be had lived to seo disgrace
overtike o name known in Jacques Car-
tier for more than one hnodred vears.

Poor Murie wns salone in the world now.
Alone? No, not quite, There was one
who was pitiful —one wholoved and pitied,
without upbraiding or indging.

Joan Contelier knew of a wan whom he
had sworn to kill on sight, as he would n
fox or a skunk, but for Marie, hisold love,
he retained none but kindly feelings and
loving memories,

I do not know how he managed it,
though you may be sure it was with kind-
Iy tuet and gontle persuazion, bnt in the
face of andverse apimion—public and pri-
vate—Jean martied Marie Gambier nad
took her as his honored wife to his moun-
tain home.

Marie was never her old self, but she
settled quietly down with honest purpose
snd endeavor to be n eood and faithial
wifa. And she succeeded—if not to hor
own satisfaction, at least to Jean's, who
troatod her with all the native chivairy of
his noble nature,

So two eventfnl years passed away.

Joan Couleliier's unpretentions home
was twelve miles away from Jaognes Car-
tier, away up in the bracing stmosphore of
the forest-clad hills, Right in frout of
| the house wns a rocky monntain path,
which at the distance of a few handrad
yards threaded the vergo ol a deep

gory

love him.

| or defile, It wasonly a narrow path and

| mmpassable except for persous on foot or

| horsebnck. Wagons and other vehiclos
had 1o be taken by a more cironitons ronte
to reach the pike road in the valley be-
nenth,

OUpae grav morning in October, Mario-—
Madame Contellier now-—was pacing s'ow.
Iy up and down the poreh in front of her
hunsband's cottage. Everything looked

| melancholy enough up there on the hills
| Ominons elouds were wvoeping down the
| mountains in sheets of mist and vapor,
nnd the red leaves hung damp and life-
| loss on the trees, The sunshine and the
summer were gone from natwre, ns the
sunshine amd summer of her 1ife had sone
from Marie, She looked very sad nnd old
for a girl of twanty-two; for, althiough
sho tried sincec Iy to make hor husband
| happy and te repay him ns well ax she
{ conuld for his great love, she found it hard
work

Down the nirrow mouutnin path she
coiuld see Jeoan mending a fence which
ran along the edge of the path whore the
gorga was parieninrly desp and danger-
ons, He was whistling sl his work, und
was apparantly happy and contented.

FPresontly up the track eame a horse-
mun, At first only his head was visible to
Marte, but, ax strangsrs were rnroe ia that
remote  peighborhood, she watchod him
until ho was in full view, by which time
hie was quite elo-e to Ler insband.

Vary koenly she eved him, for his figure
seemed familinr, Could it be? Ah, ves;
there was only one man just like that in
all the world

Joan recognized Walter Penrith, too,
and with an o:tls ealle] npon Kim to dis-
mount, Penrith refased, and upon Con-
tellior entehing his horse by the bridle,
nsed his riding whip over the Canpdian’s
shoulders, whoreut Jein sprang at Pen-
rith and Mier ly dragged him from his
horse. Few words wore spokon, but many
blows were exchancel, and at last they
elinched and struggled with nrms elosely
locked. Both mon weio in immineat dan-
gor of falling together into the rock-honnd
gorge, from the odge of which their feol
wers loss than twelve inchos d stant,

No ther of them saw Marie as «hae stole
ap, drawn by some irstaisti le impulee,
But as, for an instant, they inmmml their
hold npon each othkor, she stepped behind

them aud deliberately used her strength,

rendarad ammllnm 3 exeitement, to
turow her husband over the procipice. It
wud no mistake or slip. It was Lroud day-
light, and the womnn had beon s spocta-
tor of the struggle for several woments.
Sho had perceived that for one or both

{of the men coertain death was close st

huud. By interfering, she knew that she
conld save ono of them a torrible fate; so
she gaved the man she loved, and that
man was not her husband, As sho had
once given up tather, homo, honor, and
l:--ru-t- of mind for the fellow Penrith, who

ad shown no spprecistion of her sacri-

! fice, %0 for his sake she became s mur-

deress, while he, without & word, moanted
his horse and rode quiekly nway,

Next morning a woman, weary, footsore,
heartbroken and almost dead, was fonnd
lying in the apple orchard, at the back of
the old home in Jacques Cartier. Some
neighbors picked her np and carried her
into a cottags near by, where 1 attended
hor and triod to bring her back to life.

Bnt, old a8 I nm ut ths profession of
healing, I havo no eure for broken hearts,
und in a week we buried poor Murie in a
grass-covered grave nnder one of the large
apple trees,

Even in hor lnst moments the dying girl's
thoughts were all of Penrith, for it was
from her own lips that 1 learned the story
of Jean Contelliet’s death—told solel)
with the object of shielding Penrith frow
sll’?;iriuxl und possilile punishment.

be strongth of her love was Marie
Ginbier's groatest wenkness,

Alligators,

The alligatoris a strange, unsightly
object, living in the swamps and
marshes of the warmer parts of Awmer-
ica only, for itis not known in other
countries, although i resembles the
erocaodile, which is found in many trop-
ienl elimes, The alligator is smaller,
lives in swamps and marshes, and often
basks in the sun on the sauds, while
the erocodile’s element 15 the water,
The back of the alligator is covered
with what might be culled a eoat of

mail, for the thick, bony covering looks |

like plates of metal with points pro-
jm'lillg [ru!ll if.
the body, however, is the peealiar skin
of which pocket-books, slippers, and
many useful artieles are made,

There is also an il extracted from
them, which burns well in lamps, and
the flesh has been used by Indians for
fuod,

Although they are eclassed with the
family of ecrocodiles, they differ from
them in the formation of their heads,
which are smaller and flatter. They
live chielly on fish, but also eat animal
food, and at times are flerce, for
they have been known to chase and
attack men while swimming and bath-
ing.

The slligator Iays her eggs, twenty
and often over that nmmber, in the
mud, and leaves them for the heat of
the sun to hateh, but kesps constant

wateh over them to protect them from |

hana and keep them from being de-
stroyed. The ercaturss vary in size
from three to sixteen or eighteen feet
in length, and the tails are nearly if
pnot as long as the bodies. There is
great strength in the tails, and it is
with them and the partly webbed {eet
that they propel themselves throngh
the water, and with the tail they easily
overtura a canoa or small boat.

Many are found in Florida and other
parts of the Sonth, and as they lie on
the bank of a river, hidden partly by
the thick moss and folinge, they look
like s log or trunk of a fallen tree, go
motionless are thev at times.

In the edder weather they are tor-
pid, and appear so lifeloss that it seoms
as if they must be dead, vet when
warmed by the sun they very soon re-
gain their animation, Thev are very
curious ereatures, and their general
aspeet not by any means prepossessing,
but on exasmination there is beauty in
the peculiarly marked skin aund the
armor which they wear.— Fiek's May-
azine,

Religion of the Ronmanians,

The religion of the Ronmanians is a
mass of superstitions, whiel nuder the
name of Christianity dominates their
entire existence.  Indesd, one aunthor
has said: “The whole life of a Wal-
lach is taken up in devising (alismans
against the devil,"” A Ronmanisn une
covers his head on passing & wayside
eross, but he makes an eually deep
salutation to the rising sun; he goes to
church on Sunday, but it is doubtful
whether he does not regard Friday,
which is dedicated to Venus, as the
holier of the two, The orthodox Rom-
manian regards any one who buries a
corpse without placing a coin in the
hawd as a pagan, The Roumanian
churches, in contrast with the eold,
baredooking churches of the Saxons,
present a most attractive appearance,
for they are covered with artistic dec-
orations, and are a mass of soft, warm
coloring.

“Not a corner,” says Mrs. Gerard,
“but from which starts up some grin-
ning devil, not a nook but reveals some
cholerie-looking saint, till we feel our-
selves to be surronnded ||)‘ a whole
pageant of celestinl and  diabolieal
beings, only distingunishable from one
another by the respective fashions of
their headgear, horns or halo, as the
case may be, These horned devils play
n very important part in every Hon-
munian church, where usually a large
portion ol the walls is given up to rep-
resentations of the p ace of eternal
panishment, The poor Roumanian
peasant, whose life is often 8o wretched
and struggling as hardly to deserve
that name, scoms to derive consider-
able conso’ation [{rom anticipation of
the day when the tables are to be
turned and the hitherto despised poor
shall receive an eternal crown,"—New
York Sun.

Resenting an Insult,

Robinson—Jnckson, I hear that
Brown ealled you a linr last night.

Jackson—(bitterly) Yeos, heo called
me o liar,

Robinson—And didn't yon resent
it?

Jackson (warmly)—Resent it? Yom
bot T did! I told him that was simply
n matter of opinion and nod of fack
No man can eall me o lisr and get away
with it.—Life,

Genins Its Own Reward,

Tom—Why, is it possible that that
is Smith ecomiic toward us! How
changed he is, Huas he taken to drink ?

Dick-—~No; he's taken to litersture
for a living.— Yankee Blad=

O the under part of |

SACRED DANCE SEEN IN JAPAN.

Young Priestesses Conturt the Ceremony —
Old, Mistorie Dress,
[From ths St. Louls Globe Democrat, )
Fro n Kasuga gats thy upper avenuve
of lanterns leadds the way to tw Wak-
amiva shrine, ded.cited ty tha early
pods of the Shinto religion, lers the

I ol enstom of the sacred dane: is kept

up, sad o group of young priestesses
s in walting to repaat the mensores
divesd by Usnme before the sun god-
dow' eave in prehistorie times, 'The
little pricstesses are all Lotween the
ages of U and 19, ns timid, gontle and
harmless littls things as the deer that
often strav in and watch (hem. Their
dress is the old, old costome of the
imyperial gourt, a picturcs (ue lower gar-
ment or divided skirt of the brightest
ecardinal rel silk, tha! hall covers the
white kimono, with sjua-e sleeves und
point.d neck, filled up high with altor-
nate folds of red und white, When
they dance they wear ovor this loose
kimonos of white ganze, painted with
the wistaria erest of the Kasuga tem-
ple, the front of the gauzy garment
half eovering ths red skirt, and the
back pieces trailing on the mats, Their
faces are plastered so thickly wilh
white paint that they lose all expres-
sion, snd, following the ol fashion,
their eyobrows are shaved, and two
tiny black spots high up in the middle
o their foreheads tuke their place.
With lips heavily rouged, the coun-
tenanes 15 mwore a mosk than anything
human, The hair is gathered together
at the back of the neck and tied with
loops of gold paper,and then, folded in
sofe white paper, allowel to hang
down the back. Long hairpins, with
clusters of wistaria and red camellia,
are thrust across the top of the head,
and festened so that they stand ont
liko horns over the forehend, In detail
the costume is not pretiy, but in s
general offect it is singuolurly bright
and picturesqne,

One ean have as many priestosses
snd as long a dance as he will pay for,
and as soon as the monsy is handed
over the two priests got into their cer-
emonisl white gownas and high black

Fabs, and, sitt.ng lLefore the ancient

dram s q'fl it jx :.i'l i '1 }J! W On
doleful pives an .coom;auiment [or the
little daneesrs. The siered diner is

golemu enongly, and oach dancer has a
fan and o bunch of bells, from which
haug long steipsof bright-coloved silks,

They pdvance, retreat, glile to nght
g Joit, raise their fans, shuke their
soered baby rattles, and with few
changes in the measare repeat the

same fignres and movemonts for a cer-

tain length of time. 1I oue pays more

money Hn"\' continne repeatiug the
same thing, and the priests can wail
the endless ac llflll":xlijllll ut by the

,.1111]:' .l,” e

the dance is simply a ecu

rioas and pietures ue enstom, but one
shionld see the faces of the devout ol
pilgrims, who Lave hosrded up their

money for months and often vears for
the trip, to know somoething of what it
It is really pathetie
their faces glowing and their
almost filled with tears at ther
satisfaction with the fine spectacle that
i6 80 rare an event in their lives, and
which erowns their summer pilgrimage
to the old shrines of their faith.

moenns to them,
to seo

"yes

Cooking o Hushand,

“In selecting your husband yon
ghould not be guided by a silvery ap-
pearatice, a8 in buying mackerael, nor
by the golden tint, as il you wanted
sulmon. Be sure and seleet him vonr-
self, as tastos diflfer, Do not go to the
market for him; the st are ;ll'.\:ll"u
hrought to your door; and even then
it is 1ar betier to have none unless you
paticntly lvarn how to eook him. A
preserving kettle of finest porcelain is
best; but if you have nothing but an
earthenware pipkin it will do, with
care, See that the linen you wrap bim
in is nicely washed and mended, with
the regquired number of buttons and
strings nicely sowed on. Tie him in

| the keltle ]-_\‘ a strong silk eord ealled

|

‘comfort,” a= the one called duty is apt
to bo too wenk. They are apt to tly
out of the kettle or be burned snd
crusty on the edges, since, like crabs
und lobsters, von must cook them while
alive. Make o clear, steady fire out of
love, neatness and cheerfulness. Set
him as near this as seems to agree with
him. If he sputtors and fizzes do not
be anxious; somo husbands do this
until they are guite done.  Add a little
sugar, in the form of what confection-
ers ecall kisses, bhut no VINOZAL or pep-
peron any sccount. A little apice im-
proves them, but must bea used with
mdgment. Do not stick any sharp
instroments into him to see if he is be-
soming tender. Stir him gently. Yon
cannot fail to know when he i1s done,
If thus treated you will find him very
diges ibly, agrecing nicely with you
and the children, and he will keep as
long as yvou want, unless yon become
careloss, or set him in too cold a place.

“As the cook is respousible for the
kird® of meals we have, 8o 1 believe
that the wife is vesponsibla for the
kind of & husbansd sho has to spend her
days with, Home should be a woman's
heaven in this world, and if she, by her
continned scolding, fault-finding and
gos: iping househoud secrets to the out-
gide world, tums her heaven into a
hell, who is responsible but the wife
and mother?"—Mrs. ¢, in Nalional
Stackman,

Safe to Employ.

Bank Oflicial~You say yon would
like a posilion as eashioer?

A]ip‘.‘vunt Yes,

B. O.—Do you belong in the city?

A.—No, I've come from Canada.

B. O.—1Is that your native place?

A.—Yes.

B. O. -Why did you leave i4?

A.—My doctor's advice,

B. O0,—Climate too severe?

A.—Yon

B, O.—Ever intend to go back?

A.— Never — it would be certain
Jn-utll.

B. O.—Eureka! Yon are just the
man we want. Report in the morning
and be installed as eashier. —Yankee
Blade,

Tur oldest and largest tree in the
world i®= & chestnut near the fool of
Mount Etna. The circumferonce of the
main trunk is 212 feet.

FRESH FROM THE BURRS,

Tur storm-king, strangoe to say, never
holds the sains when he is dnving. —
Time,

Jexxexs writes to his girl in the
apartment houss as his suito heart, —
Boston Commercial Bulletin,

“T p1v not think yon would be so
hard with me," exclsimed the sha‘k.
when he bit the aschor.—Oeean,

Waar long legs the man must have
who ean sttend to his business with one
foot in th: grave.—Atchison Globe,

A sacuine for pressing hops has
been inveat-d, America 15 the home
of thy hop-pressel.—Teras Siftings.

Tue novelty of having » baby in the
ouse is likesthe trade mark on s cake
of soayp; it soon wears off, —Atchison
Weekly /labe,

Lectrees om the North Pole are
gecerally slow, The speaker does not
scem able 1o warm up to the subject, —
New Ovleans Poeayune,

“Puysiciax, heal thyself!" is an in-
junction promnlgated centuries sgo,
and now some of the older practitioners
aro pretty well hoeled, —Jdeq.

TiExE never was n day, even in Now
Eugland, so fine snd beautifol thas
somo one couldn't spoil it with &
wretehed pun,—Somerville Jowrnal.

Lawyves (to little boy)—Where did
von learn to tell such outrageons liea?
Boy-1 pussed yvour offies one day when
the window was open. —Arecola Record.

Tney were talking about the Atlan-
tic cable. *“It reminds me of a good
egr,” he said. “A good egg?" “Why,
yes; being so  successfully laid.”—
Ohset i,

“Oipnie” writys to know “What ia
tiie most attractive way of wearing the
pair?”  Oup the head, Carrie; and ba
sure it is pinned tight.—Burlington
Free Press.

He—How beautifnl Miss  Arrow-
smith's bask hair is! She—Yes, Much
prettior than her front hair, I wonder
sh didn't get it all a; the same place, —
f.'".*"ll'u % Bazar.
sunaNot Sunra—Hells, old fel-
low, Low are vou prospering ? Painting
many portraits now? Velawnez Jones

Well, vos; Tm gett'nz & head pretiy
well nowadays, Buslon Foslt.

A arest at a Western hotel raisal a
row because there was no cover on his
hed and b, wonldn't be guiet until the
landlord was compelled ty cover him
with a revolver.— Washinglon Post.

fpisoy has no donbt got a good
thing in h's phonograph, but we can
nam + o dozen women off-hand who can
it twenty-five minnies” start and

He A

Jdiscount it without a stop.—Derail
Frer Press.
AN exp s e Person  sSavs that

wlhen o vonog man attempts to kiss his
1 savs “Dout,” that 1s tha
severdl times,

r i lensed

"l'-'-, atid -\:l

vime he shoald “Don't”

if not more, She will no

if he doesn’t.
“1 pors you the fact,

npnreeats

<siv, that in mwarryving my  dasghter
vou marry # lerg -heavted, generous
girl,t” “Ldo, sie”™ (with emotion ) : “und 1

hope she gqualities from
her inther,™ Life.

Mz, Bigsen (nex! morning)—0! my
head! It is a wonder that a man witl
put an enewy into his mouth to steal
awn? his brams. Mra. Bilbor—If that's
what you did it for, Bibber, 1 think the

inherits thos:

encmy go: badly left, —Terre Hanle
f','-;u' oM,

Qurevepo—1 see the savants are
aliont to invest'gate the canses of yel-
low fever in the South., Miss Foote
Chicago)—How noble! Dut I don't

remember to have me! thom, Are they
a North Side fuwmily 2—Philadelpl a
Cail,

A Fasmon writer tells how a woman
may make her:elf look tall or short at
will by regulating the waist of her
Ste will not look short if she
wears a Jong waist; bub it may have
been noticwd that big waste in woman
has made husbands look “short.”

Loxpos, with a population of over
5,000,000, has a death rate of 15.1 per
1,000 inhabitants, while the death rate
of New York, with a population less
than 2,000,000, is nearly double thosa
tiguris. But there are no bobtail
street cnrs in London. —Norristown
Herald,

Henuerr—Really, Miss Edith! T am
very gorry I kissed you, I didn’t think
what 1 was doing. It is a sort of tem-
porary insanity. Miss Edith (pitying-
ly1—If you ever feel any more such
w'tacks coming on vou had bett :r cpma
right here, where your iofirmity is
koown, and we will take care of you.—
Jrudge,

“C'ax you tell me where the antom-
aton chess player 157" asked a gentle-
man of an attendant at the Contennial
Fxposition. "“Do yez+-mane the figger
that plays games by itsslf an' vez can't
see anybody workin' 62" “Yes, that's
what I mean” “Well, ye'd besther
wiit a bit. He's gone out to dinner
now."—Merchant Travaler.

WISDOM 1IN DISTICHS.
Wisely & woman ;:mfe;i a lover to & man who
negiecta her,

This one may love her somo day, some day the
lover will not.

tlress,

1L
There are three specics of crentures who when
they svem coming are going,
When they scem going they come—Diplomats,
womel nod crabs,
11T,
Plensures too hastily tasted grow sweeler (n
fond r oceolleotion,
As the pomoegratnate plucke! green ripens far
over the soa

v,
An the moek bensts In the parden enme flocking
for Admin to name them.
Men for & titlo todsy orawl 1o the feot of & king.

¥ .

What (s a fimat love for, ext~pt to prepare for a
macond

What does the soconl love bring? Only rogret
for 1lie first.

—Nelbraska State Jowrnal.

An Observant Youngster,

On a summer morning our little Lil-
lie wana walking with her aunt, and dis-
covered a spider's web, She was de-
lighted, and exclaimed, “Oh, see! here
is & lammock for bugs"—(Christian
Advocate,

Tz baton used by conductors of
poncerta is said to have been intro-
duced into England by S8pohrin 1820,

Oxe pound of sead will yield about
10,000 asparngus stalks. X

»

-




